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Brief Encounters 


Author's Notes: 
Seriously, i don\'t have a foggest where this one came from. 


The first time, he met him, was at some, or another music awards (he didn't remember the name, but they 
were big event). He hated him on the spot, with his too broad smile and his over sexed confidence and all the 
blond bimbos. He hated the way he walked, the way he talked; he hated how he would not even spare him a 
second glance. Two hours later, they had sex on the back side of the stage, while all the cameras were turned 
to record the end of the event. They did not go to the hotel together. After this, he never spared Tommy 
second though. 

The second time he met him, was in a record studio. Once again, he was surrounded by blond bimbos and had 
the air of confidence, oozing sex and throwing this annoyingly bright smile his way. He hated him with even 
stronger passion. He wanted to wipe this grin from his face and replace it with screams, he wanted to make 
him scream his name and plead for more. This evening, he couldn't get any work done, because, all he could 
think of was, how badly he wanted to tore Tommy's clothes off his body and make him sweat and scream. 
They parted without so much as exchanging a few words. He hated him even more for this. 


The third time they met Tommy couldn't get his eyes from the guitarist's, deep pools of blue, he wanted to 


drown in there. He couldn't believe, how did he missed to notice them before, or maybe he just didn't 
acknowledge them for some stupid reason. He could see the storm of passion going through those eyes, making 
them even more attractive. There was a storm and an ice when he watched him, he hated him and desired 
him, with the same strength of passion. It made Tommy shiver and think, what it would be to make this flame 
burn for a different reason. One thing he knew, from this day on, he would never forget these eyes. He 
promised himself that , the next time he see Gilby, he will have him. 

The fourth time they met they were alone in a studio, discussing the starting of a band with some mutual 
friends. In the beginning all they talked about, was music and business, but, Tommy could see the fire in those 
bright blue eyes, and remembered the night of the music awards, the night, which he hasn't thought about 
from the moment it ended. 

"Why do you hate me so much?" He asked the guitarist, who was sitting in front of him, swinging his legs 
from the edge of the desk and cradling a cup of coffee. 

"| don't hate you." Gilby answered, trying to avert his gaze and instead fix it on the brew inside his streaming 
mug. 

"Yes, you do." 

"No, | don't hate you. l., Oh ok, | hate you." He shouted and jumped off the desk. "I hate the way you make me 
feel around you. Because, | hate you, but at the same time, | want to have you right here, right now! | want to 
hurt you, but not badly. Hell, | just want you to notice me. I'm not a blond bimbo and | have never wanted a 
man before. So, what the hell are you doing to me? " He finished his tirade, feeling better to have let it all out, 
but realising what he has done, he flushed bright red and made for the door to exit the place, with the 
decision to tell Jason that he is out of this. Then a hand stopped him and Tommy pulled him, almost pressing 
into his body. When he spoke, his breath was hot against Gilby's skin 

"Now there, that wasn't so bad to confess, was it?" He teased, tracing one hand up and down Gilby's back. "And 
if you want to know, | never forgot out night at the MTV awards, back of the stage, if it makes you feel 
better, | hate you too and want to hear you scream my name again, the way you did last night.” He started to 
pull the guitarist into his body and lead him to the sound prove room, backing him against the soft wall 

"Yeah, and | thought you were the first shouting out, that you are coming for me." Gilby answered, his breath 
tickling the drummer's ear. 

There wasn't much of gentleness when they finally get to kissing and tearing the clothes off. It was more of a 
battle for dominance and raw power. Both tongues were invading and withdrawing, just to find an opening again, 
to get the upper hand; barely leaving each other time to breath. They knew later there will be bite marks, 
which they will have hard time explaining, but right in this moment none of them cared. Tommy's tongue 
started to lick and tickle on his throat making him shudder with anticipation and a bit impatience for what was 
to come later. He tried to turn the tables around and press Tommy against the wall, this time he wanted to 
dominate for change, only the drummer had another plans. 

"Now..." He purred into Gilby's ear. "Be a good boy and do as | say!" He held him firmly by his ass, hands 
tracing the curves and cupping the butt cheeks through the irritatingly thigh and constricting fabric of the 
jeans. He wanted them off, but still couldn't move, stopped by the weight of Tommy's body. "You are going to 
plead me and let me show you, who is in charge. I'l make you scream my name as you come for me." He 
purred this nuzzling on Gilby's neck "Now turn around and take your jeans off!" 

He was all too happy to comply and in a couple of seconds he was stood in front of Tommy in only his boxers 
and shirt, waiting for the verdict. Tommy looked him up and down with desire flashing through his eyes. He 
looked beautiful, his legs bare. Oh, how he loved these perfect, long legs. He tore the shirt off Gilby's body not 


caring about the buttons flying around. 

Like what are you seeing?" Gilby asked seductively with a smirk 

"Very much." He smiled. "Now, get these boxers off!" 

Gilby took the boxers off and turned around facing the wall. He felt the fire of the hate start to burn again 
He was naked, but the bastard Tommy was still fully dressed and this angered him, because he longed to see 
Tommy naked and trace his fingers over the bare skin, of his sexy body. He felt Tommy's hand roaming all 
over his body, tracing the more sensitive places, making his skin prick. Then a cloth was placed and firmly 
secured over his eyes, and he whimpered in surprise, but at the same time felt the excitement start to raise 
in his chest and send shivers over his body. Now he wanted in the same measure to snog and to hit Tommy. 
He hated the fact that even if Tommy was naked, he could not see him now. 

"Now, | think you will enjoy this" Tommy's voice came next to his ear and strong hands turned him around to 
face what he thought the place where the drummer stood. "You'll see how much better, you will experience 
every touch, when your sight is impaired Every single touch will become deeper and more important, when the 
only way you could experience the world and see the body is through your touch senses. " 

Tommy was right of course, now when he couldn't see him he felt the touch not only with his body, when he 
touched him, on the place he has put his fingers, but he could make the place and the distance Tommy stood, 
by how firm or how light and distance he was doing it. He started to explore the other's body and the new 
opened senses, by tracing his fingers around it. It was a whole new world He could feel the full soft lips, he 
continued down the curve of the neck and further down to the base of his shoulder blades, there was no 
fabric on the way, so the shirt was off, down Tommy's hands and torso. He could feel every little bump and 
tickling hair, he could feel every little detail in a way he never felt before. He could feel the slightly rougher 
patch of skin on his elbow, in the place where he has propelled himself on the desk a while ago, the skin was 
clammy and he could feel Tommy's hot breath moisture his cheek. He kneeled down, touching his legs; they 
were bare too, so finally Tommy was naked. The frustration threatened to raise again inside of him, but he 
supressed it losing himself into the sensations of seeing the world through touch. He treated his hands around 
Tommy's thighs and found his crotch. The guitarist felt around his balls stroking the place tentatively, then 
took his penis ready to place it into his mouth and experience the feel of the taste without the sight; only to 
be stopped by Tommy and be pulled up. 

"Oh, no, this is my game, l'm going to rule here. You are going to come for me, not the other way around" 
His lips were claimed by Tommy's again and he could feel the other's hands cupping his cock, stroking lightly. 
The lips moved down on his body and stopped to play with his nipples. This caused a moan to escape his lips; he 
wanted to see, longed to look into Tommy's clammy and flushed face. He felt the desire rise into him and his 
cock started to harden. The lips left the sensitive skin of his chest and moments later, the hand around his 
cock were replaced by warm lips. 

Oh..God.. Tommy." He couldn't help but shout and could feel the lips around his cock curve into slight smile. 
"Oh, oh..good.. This is good, oh this is so good." 

Just when, he was ready to explode, the lips withdraw and he was left cold, shivering and covered in sweat. He 
felt hands turn him around and hot body press into his. Tommy's hard cock was pocking him into his back, 
making him harden again and shiver more. 

"Oh, you will come for me, as the good boy that you are. Just not yet." Tommy said, licking his neck and 
tracing something cold and vibrating against his back. "Now, we are going to find out what is better, this 
vibrator, or my own cock" 


Gilby shivered, he had never used toys before. Without preparing the guitarist with fingers, he pressed the 


vibrator against Gibly's entrance and waited a moment to see if he was ready. He could enjoy some rough play 
and pain without getting all the foreplay with the fingers, but, he knew that his partner was fairly new in this 
and still tight, he didn't want to do any serious damage, just inflict a bit of easily bypassed pain. 

Gilby felt the cold material of the vibrator press into his hole and a moment later there was sharp pain when 
it entered him. He greeted his teeth and hissed in pain, not wanting to give Tommy the satisfaction of hearing 
his whimper or scream. 

"You should be careful, who you are going to scream and come for sweetheart" Tommy purred mockingly in 
his ear. 

He could feel himself getting hard and wanting to enter the guitarist now and pump all his worth into this 
gorgeous ass beneath him, but, he was determined to make Gilby come first, so he supressed the need and 
continued to work the vibrator inside the said man. 

Gilby could feel himself becoming more and more aroused and it equally felt great and frustrating. He felt 
used, he could not see and all he wanted was to see Tommy come for him. So, he used the moment's laps of 
concentration in Tommy, to pull free and turn the tables around. Not bothering to remove the blindfold he 
sharply turned around and pressed Tommy's body beneath himself, his now quite huge pre-erected and hard 
cock almost pocking a hole in Tommy's back. 

"Well, sweetheart." He hissed. "Two can play this game. You don't know how long, | have hated you and waited 
to wipe the laugh off those lips and make them scream my name, until your throat goes dry." He bit on 
Tommy's shoulder and grabbed his cock starting to pump not exactly too gently. 

It hardly matters. If you think, that | feel something else than wanting to hear you scream too, you are 
wrong. I'm sick of all these goggle eyes, in love fan girls. Your twisted hate, or love, or whatever it is, are what 
intrigues me, all this fire.’ Tommy answered breathing heavily with barely supressed desire. 

"Yeah, well, now we are going to play by my rules, because | have waited too long for this. Now, leave this 
vibrator and fuck me already!" 

“That's exactly what, | was planning to do." Tommy answered and using the moment of lost concentration from 
Gilby, he turned him around and slammed him against the wall, pinning his hands up beside his head. He 
slammed entering Gilby roughly without any preparation this time. Not able to supress it this time Gilby cried 
out in pain. God it hurts as hell, but he did not expect nor did he receive any apology, only the slight withdraw 
of Tommy's cock. Moments later Tommy entered him again, this time a bit more slowly, trying to find the 
right rhythm. He finally felt fulfilled, feeling Tommy inside himself, he has not felt this way since the night of 
the music awards all this time ago; and he hated the drummer about this just that bit more. The heath of 
Tommy's body and the hard cock filling his insides made him feel the way nothing else could. Tommy had found 
his rhythm by now and now was rocking with him, pressing him harder into the wall with any push. Although, 
the wall was soft, his hard cock was hurting every time he slammed into it, he needed to release the tension 
that was build inside him. 

"Come on babe, come for me. You know, you want it as much as | want it" He could hear Tommy's voice- 
raspy from the passion- into his ear. "Come on, you know you are mine. You are only mine." Tommy was 
breathing heavily behind him now increasing the pace and slamming harder and deeper inside him. When he hit 
Gilby's prostate, the guitarist let out long and loud, guttural scream releasing his load over the wall and his 
stomach. Tommy slammed even harder, hitting the prostate again and making him shout. "Tommy, oh, God... 
Tommy." 

"Yeah, you are mine, you cry my name. So, tell me who do you belong to?" Tommy said between increasingly 


heavy breathing. 


"You, only you." Gilby breathed exhausted. 

Tommy kept on pushing and grunting with pleasure and desire until Gilby could feel the warm semen of his 
cum filling his insides and heard Tommy grunt out. "Gilby, you are the best shag, | ever had." 

When they slid down the wall to lie exhausted and spend in a heap on the floor, Tommy was still moving slowly 
inside of him, while removing the blindfold. 


‘Maybe next time we meet, he won't hate me so much: Tommy thought. 


